The porter cautious his intention,
Aware his vigorous reaction,
Reports to Arthur about youth,
And his blazzing desire unsoothe.

The mighty king, appreciated,
His propensity and intend,
He said, "The greater our courtesy,
"The greater will be our glory,"

The tinted bright crettones in hall,
Engraved sill hanging paints on wall,
On wall hung shields and swords and spears,
On bench lied helmets and armours.

Golden and silver line on his robe,
Comprise his majectic probe,
The knife in meat, the luscious wine,
In horn, the mistrels in niche, strain,

The guests and warriors and chieftains,
With dandy accord, seat attains,
The revelry in the court hall swings
Valorous youth enters as fresh Maia string,

A golden comb in hand, Arthur hold,
And blessed the boy with boon his mould,
On the name of as far as wind dries,
"The rain moistens, the sun revolvers.
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